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But I imagine that when the audit of her higher
education is cast on the Day of Judgment, the
type of university I have last described will get
its passport before the other.1

There is one other point, not unimportant in
view of its implications, that must be set down
to the credit of American education. The cox-
comb, or conceited fool, is not one of its products.
That the type is never to be found amid the 125
million inhabitants of the United States is more,
of course, than I am able to affirm; I can only
bear witness that in all my wanderings I have
never encountered it. Of loud boasters I have
met many, though never as a majority; of people
who over-affirm their individualities, even to the
extent of becoming bores, I have met not a few,
though not more than one would expect to meet
in a nation brought up on the Declaration of
Independence. But the coxcomb belongs to
neither of these categories; he is a much more
offensive person; and him I have utterly failed
to find. Even in the pages of American fiction
I have looked for him in vain; the writers seem
to be unacquainted with the type or to know
of it only by hearsay. On one occasion when I
mentioned this impression to an American friend
he seemed not to understand what I meant and
asked me to define exactly what a coxcomb is. It
was clear that he had never met one in the flesh.

1 This must not be taken to mean that all the large universities
belong to the first type and aH the small ones to the second. By
no means.